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hardly say,, Ernest, how far we in England have fallen short
of this ideal, and I can imagine the smile that would illuminate
the glossy face of the Philistine if one ventured to suggest to
him that'the true aim of education was the love of beauty, and
that the methods by which education should work were the
development of temperament, the cultivation of taste, and the
creation of the critical spirit.

Yet, even for us, there is left some loveliness of environment,
and the dullness of tutors and professors matters very little
when one can loiter in the grey cloisters at Magdalen, and
listen to some flute-like voice singing in Waynfleete's chapel,
or lie in the green meadow, among the strange snake-spotted
fritillaries, and watch the sunburnt noon smite to a finer gold
the tower's gilded vanes, or wander up the Christ Church
staircase beneath the vaulted ceiling's shadowy fans, or pass
through the sculptured gateway of Laud's building in the
College of St. John. Nor is it merely at Oxford, or Cambridge,
that the sense of beauty can be formed and trained and per-
fected. All over England there is a Renaissance of the decora-
tive Arts. Ugliness has had its day. Even in the houses of
the rich there is taste, and the houses of those who are not ridi
have been made gracious and comely and sweet to live in.
Caliban, poor noisy Caliban, thinks that when he has ceased
to make mows at a thing, the thing ceases to exist. But if he
mocks no longer, it is because he has been met with mockery,
swifter and keener than his own, and for a moment has been
bitterly schooled into that silence which should seal for ever
his uncouth distorted lips. What has been done up to now,
has been chiefly in the clearing of the way. It is always more
difficult to destroy than it is to create, and when what one has
to destroy is vulgarity and stupidity, the task of destruction
needs not merely courage but also contempt. Yet it seems to
me to have been, in a measure, done. We have got rid of
what was bad. We have now to make what is beautiful.
And though the mission of the aesthetic movement is to lure
people to contemplate, not to lead them to create, yet, as the
creative instinct is strong in the Celt, and it is the Celt who
leads in art, there is no reason why in future years this strange
Renaissance should not become almost as mighty in its way as
was that new birth of Art that woke many centuries ago in the
cities of Italy.

Certainly, for tHe cultivation of temperament, we must turn
to the decorative arts: to the arts that touch us, not to the arts